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On approaching nearer to the ring, I discovered, with
no small astonishment and horror, that the native who
was swinging about in the air, though apparently enjoy-
ing his elevation, was actually hung upon hooks passing
through his flesh! There was nothing, however, in
his appearance or manner indicating pain, though he
must have been in no small suffering, I should suppose;
for no rope or strap passed round him to take off the
weight, and the only means of suspension consisted in
two bright hooks, inserted in his back. At first I felt
unwilling to advance, but the natives, who appeared to be
enchanted with the ceremony, begged me to come on.

The man, who was sailing about in the air at the
time of my arrival, having been lowered down and un-
hooked, another fanatic was summoned He was not
dragged along reluctantly and with fear, but advanced
briskly and cheerfully from the pagoda, in front of
which he had prostrated himself flat on his face. A
native priest then came forward, and, with the tip of his
finger, marked out the spot where the hooks were to be
inserted. Another officiating priest now began to
thump the victim's back with his hand, and to pinch it
violently, while a third dexterously inserted the hooks
under the skin and cellular membrane, just below the
shoulder-blade. As soon as this was effected, the
devotee leaped gaily on his feet, and, as he rose, a basin
of water, which had previously been dedicated to Shiva,
was dashed in his face. He was then marched in
procession from the pagoda towards a little platform on
one side of the area in which the mast and yard were
placed. Numerous drums and shrill-sounding pipes,
mixed with the sound of many voices, gave token of his
approach.

On mounting the platform, he tore away a number of
chaplets and coronals of flowers by which he had been
ornamented, scattering the fragments amongst the
eager crowd. His dress, if such it can be called, besides
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